school, by my stepfather. Our job was to keep th<
appointment book for fittings, to pick up pins aftei
them and to keep the show-room dusted. From th<
mannequins, in their ere tonne-curtained room, I heard
more sexual talk than ever before. Outside the shop
they appeared to be, from their conversation, a kind oi
living and recumbent penny-in-the-slot machines,
passive receptacles for dinners and embraces. One,
dark and olive-skinned, talked most about her illegiti-
mate child; another, of the languid fairness that runs
to fat at twenty-five, about the week-ends she spent in
Paris with a little foreign furrier. They were constant-
ly interrupting their talk by little caressing gestures,
little cries of "Let me brush you down, darling!" From
the dressmaker's the Browns arranged for me to go to
an art needlework shop kept by a cousin off the Maryle-
bone Road. Its stock consisted of hand-knitted jum-
pers, raffia hats and bags, and hand-painted pottery, and
my cousin had a small clientele among the doctors*
wives of Harley Street. She seemed to think, how-
ever, that the fact that she was a lady absolved her from
the necessity either of keeping proper books or of main-
taining competitive prices. Her favourite phrase to
faithful customers was: "If you could see my books!
The mess they're in!"; to doubtful ones: "But then
it's hand-rxw&&*9 If this overwhelming argument left
them still protesting that they could buy the same
articles at Selfridge's for half the price, she produced
another controversial club. **Of course," she would
say, "these big stores have ways and means of getting
hold of their things that we haven't," And should the
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